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At last, on i6th June 1917, came the news of the
amnesty. Next day all the men went home, and a
courteous Home Office official arrived to say Eva
would be allowed to go next day to Aylesbury and
bring her sister away. Accordingly, armed with all
the gay clothes that we could beg or borrow, we went,
and were admitted to help her to dress. Soon Con-
stance, herself again, thin but beautiful, in a blue
dress instead of that twice too large, hideously ugly
cotton garment supplied by a paternal Government,
left that prison for ever.
One day she had in London seeing her friends and
—like a scene from her former life—spending a little
time drinking tea and talking to friendly M.P.s on
the terrace of the House of Commons. Then home to
Ireland.
It was a strange journey.   We left Euston by the
early morning boat-train.   Irish men and women sang
patriotic songs on the platform, and friendly porters
looked on smiling.   When we arrived at Holyhead
the platform was packed with people waving flags
and singing and cheering wildly.   I remember standing
by Constance's side trying to get on the gangway of
the boat.   Her clear voice called out, ' Which is the
right side for us to get on ? '   A coal-black face was
thrust out of an engine-room, and with a broad grin
replied, ' It's always the right side if you're on it/
and disappeared again amid the laughing cheers of
the crowd.   Once on the boat there was nothing but
kindness.   In the cabin the stewardesses had provided
for Constance and her friends a breakfast including
lovely grapes and peaches.   They pressed round her
full  of  delight and smiling welcome.   Alas!   these
friendly people were all drowned later on when the
boat was torpedoed.
We zigzagged across the water, and at last arrived

